
.fiARK HANNA, M'KINLEY AND
THE LABOR UNIONS.

By ALFRED HENRY LEWIS.
Scene.Waldorf.
Reporter.Do you expect to elect McKlnley,

Mr. Hanna?
Hanna.McKlnley will be the next President.

If we can't win one way we will another.

As ruthless In politics as In business; as

careless of public, as of private right, by
fair means or foul, by hook or by crook,
Mark Hanna wages his war and proposes to
land his man.

It Is well to know these things, and a

world honestly, about its destiny is grateful
to Hanna for the black warning of his
words. Nor does a world despair, i Wrong
does not always win; right is now and then
the victor, and Satan has received a set¬
back before now. Were a prophet in our
midst to-day he would tell our red-faced
Lochiel that McKlnley is to pluck defeat;
and in his overthrow Hanna himself is to
be crushed for the spider of politics that
he is.
This Is a letter to worklngmen. Their

foe Is In the open ground. Their warmest
enemy, Hanna, a man who, for thirty
years, has torn at the flanks of labor like
a wolf, Is in command. The field is strick¬
en. By the prepense and open-eyed
manoeuvrlngs of money Itself, this is a

war waged by the rich on the poor; wealth
against perishing flesh and blood. The
Issue isn't so much finance. The questions
truly at bay are; Shall the many moil
and toil and sweat for a few? Shall
leeches suck blood? Shall widows' houses
be devoured? Shall a nation become prey
and spoil to a syndicate? Shall the Phari¬
sees sit in the high places? Shall the
money-changers again occupy the temple?
Shall there be a second crucifixion? Shall
Government of the people, by the people,
for the people, perish from the earth? If
the workmen of the country fall at this
crisis to successfully conserve their own,
they deserve the fetters now forging for
them. If the commons of America cannot
buckler against attack, that war-won free¬
dom the fathers of the nation passed down
to them, their feebleness merits its loss.
If institutions which a Washington found¬
ed and a Grant defended are to become
finally the footstool of a Hanna, the time
has ripely arrived to find It out.
McKinley is of no present or future con¬

sequence. Hanna is casting the shadow in
this campaign. The candidate is swallowed
by the manager. The Canton mute Is mere¬
ly a syndicate's entry for the White House
stakes. McKlnley may be successful, but
he cannot win. The syndicate wins.
Hanna wins. McKlnley may finish first
in the race. But the syndicate which
groomed him, which drove him, which put
up entrance money and paid stable charges,
will pocket the prize. Make the voiceless
man of Canton President and he will occu¬
py the White House only as the steward
of a ring. He will hold his office as the
trustee of a coterie. He will dispense Its
patronage and perform its functions at the
will and word of Hanna, and to the sole
end that the members of that syndicate
which Invested Its millions In the capture
of the place may in honors and money-
profits gain those rewards for which the
whole piracy was planned. In such a con¬

test, having such an orig'nal, conducted by
fch m<?;.iroiis, for surh black purposes, and

all beneath the domineering eye and thumb
of Hanna, the sole inquiry Is, "Hanna?"
What is he? Who Is he? How has his

past gone? Tell us of his deeds. Hanna
is the substance of the situation. McKln¬
ley Is nothing but a name. It Is 16 of
Hanna to 1 of Canton candidate. The
syndicate is in the saddle, the candidate
is beneath It, with the syndicate bit In his
mouth and the syndicate spur in his quar¬
ter.

II.
What is the matter with this simile?

Why should Its accurate excellence be Im¬
pugned or Its generosity Inveighed against?
They have bought McKlnley.bought and
paid for him like a horse.this syndicate.
They have housed and fed and financed
him for five long years to ride him to the
White House ih 1890.
They were brought to extraordinary ex¬

penditure, to an unanticipated outlay, and
forced to wipe him free of the mud and
etains of the Walker failure of 1893. Out
of the unexpected came $118,000 of McKin-
ley's notes of hand to raven and to rend
him. What was a syndicate already afloat
with its enterprise to do? It must pay
them; and It did.
And as this Is read let Hanna answer

for the whereabouts of those $118,000
worth of notes. Where are they? Safe In
the clutch of the syndicate that ^>aid the
money and took them up. Safe in the
vaults of the Savings Bank of Cleveland,
O., the business home of Herrlck, the
treasurer of the syndicate, and Incidentally
that scheming body's money headquarters.
Were the notes destroyed? No. Were

they given to McKlnley by those sons of
craft and thrifty millions who paid them
up and took their candidate out of ihe
claws of his creditors? No. The notes
were not destroyed; they were not given
to McKlnley; they were preserved and
exist to-day that syndicate's title deeds to
the candidate whose tight they furnish and
whose fortunes they pretend to push while
simply fostering their own.

Those notes, $118,000, are in force,overdue
and unpaid. They could blossom to a
Judgment in any court in the land. They
could to-day inspire a suit and put wings
to process against this candidate whom
the ring about him assumes to love so
much. By the power of those notes of
hand they now put words in McKinley's.
mouth, or strike him dumb. By their sway
they build a platform and he steps upon it.
McKlnley is heid in thrall and bond.
Free, he was for silver and his record is

a record of silver. Bound and bought and
owned he is for gold. He Is for nolhiug,
for anything; he is here or there; he is
silent- or finds his voice at the orders of
the syndicate.

Isn't It a dainty candidatorial dish to
set before a king.before the voters and
kings of America? And what a proud day-
would dawn for the country when it in¬
augurated a President utterly at the mercy
of the ring that girt him round!
Why don't they give the man his notes?

Why are these $118,000 worth of paper
slips so put to sleep In the vaults of the
syndicate? Is It for McKinley's good or
Hanna's good that this debt of $118,000 is
thus maintained a living, breathing, thing
of law? Is a country to be better served
while a syndicate holds such a gun and a
President is such a target?
There has been much to say of Bryan's

youth. It had been better if McKlnley
were as young. His superiority of years
has only served to put his hand in the
lion's mouth of Hanna and make him the
chattel of a money huddle, of which Hanna
is director. Bryan is at ieast fre<». And
" oublic might better and more wisely go

with Its interests to a free man, however
young, than intrust its destinies to a

captive, however old.
Let us bend to the lesson of Hanna.

There is but one Allah and Mohammed is
his prophet; but one syndicate, and Hanna
is Its dictator. Who, therefore, is Hanna?
*X)ne glance at him betrays his sort. There
Is violence in his coarse, ruddy face. There
is avarice In his weazel eye, a money
fierceness, just as one reads the lust of
blood in the lambent ferocity that glows
In the eye of a ferret. He is a gross man,
and runs to flesh like a draught horse.
Standing 5 feet 9 Inches, Hanna weighs
240 pounds. From the size of his collar
and the size of his hat one might conclude
that Hanna was perhaps the* man ordinary.
This would be grievous error. He has

Explore the mine or tempt the dangerous deep;
No surly porter stands in guilty state
To spurn imploring Famine from his gate.
Hanna Is the exact opposite of Gold¬

smith's parson. He is everything the vil¬
lage preacher wasn't.
Hanna was born in 1837; just a shaving

less than sixty years of age is Hanna. He
was born in New Lisbon, Columbiana
County, in the State where he now lives.
His father was a Leonard Hanna and by
profession a doctor.

It would seem that Dr. Leonard Hanna
was not in the business of balsam and
bandages from any love of his fellows or
riotous taste for a public's health. He dis¬
tinctly longed for dollars. And whether
the sturdy brood of citizens about him
were of too rugged a condition to permit
pills to pay, or what the reason, Dr.
Leonard Hanna at an early day lapsed into
keeping a country store. And he kept it
well, and as it flourished his profits swelled.
Mark Hanna was not the only son. There

were at least three others. It is said that
they were remarkable as men of refinement
and elevation; something those who have
met the present Hanna will find hard of
belief.

coyed dimes caught by these dollar traps
to die for Hanna are as the sands of the
sea every year. That's how, In thirty
years, Hanna heaps up almost as many
millions.
Hanna not only succeeded to the Leonard-

Hanna grocery and the D. P. Rhodes Ccal
Company, but he organized the Buckeye
Oil Company, the Union National Bank and
the Woodland Avenue and the West Side
street car lines of Cleveland, Ohio. Hanna
owns iron, copper and coal mines in Michi¬
gan, coal mines In Illinois, Ohio and Penn¬
sylvania. He has fleets of vessels on the
Great Lakes carrying coal up the lakes and
iron ore down. He has ship yards and
builds his own boats. He has interests of
all kinds scattered from Duluth to New
York; from the Pictured Rocks to the
Thousand Islands, with business offices and
headquarters in every city, on either shore
of all the lakes.
Hanna is the dominant spirit of every en¬

terprise he is involved In. He controls or

he gets out. Worth twenty millions per¬
sonally, he decides the policy of ten times
as much, and can march two hundred mill¬
ions of capital upon any battlefield of busi-

'
ness to be as absolutely at his beck and

get is $15 to $35 a month, where before
they received from $60 to $70.
Hanna boasts that since 1884, when his

final triumph over the Seamen's Union
came and the organization lay in blood
dabbled death at his feet, he and
his fellow moneyites who were in
the cruel conspiracy with him.the
Chamberlains, the Minches and the
Alvah Bradleys.have as direct profits
of their victory made over $10,000,000. How
many women and children, the wives and
little ones of his sailors, this should have
honestly fed and clothed, are questions
which never rap at the Hanna heart
for answer. He has natural bars against
any such inroad on his sensibilities.
As a sweet bone to a good dog, Hanna

rewarded Rumsey for his thug work by
sending that satellite on a vacation trip
around the world.
In a former article on the crushing of the

Seamen's Union by Hanna I told men to
ask the particulars of Peter Lynch, who
was at the hour of its defeat the president
of that body. It would be useless, as I
have learned. To stop his mouth Hanna
had Peter Lynch appointed in some smali
capacity about the Cleveland Post Office.

labor of the South to take the places of
white men and Americans whom his ex¬

tortions, cuts and lockouts had forced Into
revolt; a thirty years' war, during which
Hanna hired the Pinkertons, the Mooney-
Bolands, and every fashion of hireling
banded together to be at the shopting, stab¬
bing beck and nod of every moneylte who
might need them to aid him in his wrong-
doing, was rightly held by Witt to suffi¬
ciently set forth the blood-stained labor
pose of Hanna.
Witt was right. Hanna has made wage

cut after wage cut against labor. He has
provoked strike after strike, and by force
and money, used without stint or scruple,
fought them to a standstill. It Is no ex¬

aggeration to say that 10,000 men have
bled and 1,000 died in the killings and the
woundings and the starvings of Mark Han-
na's strikes.
To-day go to Cleveland and talk with the

men on his street railroads.the Wood¬
land avenue and the Little Consolidated.
Not a labor union man is given employ¬
ment; not one can stay. The first question
put to nn applicant for work on any road
of Hanna's by Mulhern, his man. Is: "Do

MANAGER AND MAN.
force; he has brains; he hn.s persistency
that never falters, nerves thF.t never flinch.
Hanna has courage of the sort that goes
with cruelty. He was born for tyranny,
for rapacity without ruth and with a

money appetite that is bass-like in its vo¬

racity.
Ilanna is an egotist, and is never to

think, never to suffer for others. This
shone forth a ray of brilliant selfishness in
the war-wrung sixties. Hanna was twenty-
three when the war broke out, and without
wife or child to win him to his home. Did
he go? He never thought of it, arid others
might march southward and waste their
blood and health, and lay their final bones
on southern battlefields. They were the
fools of the world to men Of the Hanna
kind of wisdom. He knew better than bat¬
tle; he would stay behind and be rich.
While others did his fighting, Hanna, in a

safe place, piled up dollars for himself.
Yet Hanna has courage; he did not fail the
war for lack of heart. He preferred peace
and an easy plenty because he loves him¬
self much and the public little. It is a

notable fact that men capable of being
millionaires, whether the millions are got¬
ten or still to get, go seldom or never to
war. The Vanderbllts, the Astors, the
Goulds, the Russell Sages and the Mark
Hannas have no military tastes, no battle
records live in the annals of their houses.

Hi-
Above it was said that this is written to

workingmen. It is. There are those who
labor with their hands and who win their
bread with the sweat in their eyes who do
not know Hanna. There are others of this
back-bent, toil-bitten description who know
him sadly enough. In the starved coal
fields of Spring Valley they know him. In
the Michigan mines, in every half-paid fore¬
castle of the great lakes, in the coal holes of
Ohio and Pennsylvania, wherever coal is
dug and iron moulded and oil is pumped;
on the street car lines of Cleveland; In all
these places, and many a dark corner be¬
sides. where labor is robbed, they know
Mark Hanna. And the mention of his name
is the signal for such a cloud of frowns,
such a storm of curses, as publish him
what he is.the oppressor without mercy-
of every man on his multiplied payrolls. Do
you know where Goldsmith says:
For lilm do wretches boru to work and weep,

Mark Hanna was at common school; then
briefly at the Western Reserve College.
Tills latter temple of learning only de¬
tained him a year. He might have Btayed
longer, but he was impatient to plunge into
business. He was thirsty to/drink dollars
for himself.

It was in 1852 the elder Hanna invaded
Cleveland; a mere village then camped on

the banks of the crooked river which gave
it first existence. The Hannas opened
a whoes»le grocery store. As Boon as the
younger Hanna was old enough to keep an

account against his fellow man and push
resolutely for its collection he joined his
father in the grocery. This was in 1857.
Hanna was twenty and as famished to make
a dollar at the age boys usually prefer to

spend one as he has ever proved tince.
Hanna was twenty-three when Fort

Sumter fell. While others rushed about
the torn standard of their country to save
it, Hanna stayed indomitably at home.
And he thriftily took Government contracts
of the .coal and iron kind, and so in that
dark cannon-shaken hour of the nation's
peril Hanna filled his pockets while others
emptied their veins. Such lack of patriotic
purpose, such love of self and pelf had their
reward. Hanna is worth over $20,000,000.

In 18G4 Hanna carried to the altar the
daughter of Dan P. Rhodes, himself a coal
prince and the founder of the "D. P.
Rhodes Coal Company." The old man is
gone, and the concern to-day Is the Mark
Hanna Coal Company.
From groceries to coal, and from coal

to every other fashion of money trapping
went Mark Hanna. There are two sorts of
business men. One Is a hunter, stark and
bold, who seeks his profit at noon ;>.nd by di¬
rect approach, winning, when he does win,
by dint of personal skill and strength in his
employment. Such never grow rich. There
are others, shy, furtive, not lacking cour¬

age, but strong most In a foxy cunning,
who are the trappers of trade. They set
money traps, and then go about skinning
their game.
Such as the last is Hanna. He wins his

wealth by indirection. He has the sordid
instinct that points the hidden dollar in
some covert of trade, as a setter points a

bird. Hanna can take a dollar, make It
into a money trap, and catch a dime with
it. He can set and attend to millions of
these dollar traps at once. And the tie-

order as an army to the baton of Its com¬

mander-in-chief. This makes a power of
Hanna, even without a courage that never

pales and a heart as hard and cold as hail,
and as remorseless.

IV.
Hanna in his enterprises employes thou¬

sands of men. He has fought strikes and
lockouts with every one of them. There is
not a man at work for Hanna to-day who
doesn't hate him with a heart of fire.'
Why? Because he feeds on them, devours
them at every chance. Those twenty mill¬
ions of his are 95 per cent the veriest pil¬
lage of labor. Hanna lives and waxes fat
to-day, the best specimen of the modern
anthropophagi.
Hanna's first labor war of worth and

weight was with the Seamen's Union of
the Great Lakes. I've told the story be¬
fore. The battle began in 1882. It lasted
four bitter years. Hanna had a thug named
Rumsey, a professional pugilist, and of
morals and mentality to match his sort and
kind. Hanna had Rumsey placed on the
police force of Cleveland. Rumsey had been
one of Hanna's sailors.
Then Hanna caused the Folice Board to

construct on the Cleveland force a "River
Squ^d," with Rumsey, the thug, as prime
spirit.
Hanna was now ready, and he pulled on

his war with the poor sailor folk. They
were getting $2.25 a day in Summer and
$4 in November and December. Hanna cut
them at a slash to ?1 a day in Summer
and $2.25 in November and December.
For four years the battle between the

sailors and Hanna staggered on. Rumsey
and his under thugs did the dirty work.
They thumped, gouged, mauled, pounded
and man-handled every union sailor whom
they found alone on the Cleveland docks.
They sent them by cart loads to the Centra'
Police Station, where they were promptly
released by Updegraff, a judg° (vho had
some human instincts. And Hanna paid the
Rumsey thugs the wage and hire of their
brutality.
In four years Hanna with his Rumsey

cohorts had beaten the sailors' union to
death. It has gone now for good. Hanna
had his cruel way. To-day, even with those
benefits of "protection" about which the
ring-directed, note-threatened McKinley has
so much to say, all that Hanna's sailors

Hutchins, whom Cleveland named Post-
muster, a politician rather than a "Democrat,
inspired by the fisherman of Buzzard's Bay,
!c out for McKinley. He is to-day Hanna's
man. And Peter Lynch, once reputably
the leader of the lake sailors of Cleveland,
le a Hutehins-Hanna henchman.
Lynch must hold his place. He will pay

nothing now of those bitter years in the
eighties, when Hanna ground him and his
sailors beneath the millstone of his hard
rapacity.
But while Lynch may be made to forget a

wrong with the present of a lackey place,
there are others with warmer memories.
When Hanna went to St. Louis to work out
the programme of the syndicate and spring
a bribe-trap on a nomination, the Central
Labor Union of Cleveland sent Tom Carter
a list of questions, including the following:
"Is it not a fact that Mark Hanna, mana¬

ger of William McKinley, candidate for
president, employed the notorious A. R.
Rumsey to disrupt and crush the Seamen's
Union of the lower lakes, and further, did
not Mark Hanna, in acknowledgement of
Rumsey's services, send him on a trip around
the world?
"Second.Is it not a fact that Mark

Hanna, professional hater of organized
labor, disorganized the mine workers of
Pennsylvania?
"Third.Was it not through Mark Hanna's

efforts that the street car men's organiza¬
tion of Cleveland was totally annihilated?
And even to-day does he not deny his em¬

ployes the right to attach themselves to a
labor organization?"
These and other queries were put by the

Central Labor Union, and never answered.
Only the other day, Hanna, who now

seeks to cajole a labor element he was
wont to cudgel until its blood dripped, sent
for Peter Witt, the head of the Cleveland
Central Labor Union and business agent
of the Iron Moulders' Union. Hanna said
he wanted to explain his past and an¬

nounce his pure, new and milk white posi¬
tion toward labor. -

Witt wouldn't go near him. A thirty
years' war on labor unionism, during which
Hanna imported the pauper labor of Eu¬
rope.the Slavs, the Huns, the Polaks.
ami even brought North the black ex-slave

you belong to a labor union?" He gets no
work If he does. Moreover, he 1b at once
shadowed by one of Hanna's detective^, of
which he keeps sa horde as some men keep
a pack of hounds, to learn If he has told
the truth.
No man who belongs to organized labor

In any form can work for Hanna, or In
any enterprise he fosters; unless one ex¬
cepts those brotherhoods to shed blood
such as the Pinkertons. Then he may do
his black work for Hanna and be roundly
rewarded therefor. The Pinkertons, the
Mooney-Bolands, are the only "labor" or¬

ganizations to fatten by the hands of
Hanna.

VI.
Labor does not hold a meeting at Cleve¬

land or near any of Hanna's Interests
which his detectives do not attend. They
take the name of every Hanna employe
who comes. Off goes his head with the
moment of their report.
When the Vestibule Street Car act was

being agitated in Ohio, a measure meant
to force such a construction of street cars
as might serve to shield the motormen
from piercing cold, Hanna opposed it. His
men who signed petitions favoring the act
were dismissed.
When it passed in spite of Hanna, instead

of vestlbuling his cars, he stretched a

screen, of canvas. It was no protection;
moreover, it was a violation In the sense
of an evasion of the law.
Yet if one of his men complained he was

discharged. The Hanna slaves could In
.the biting Winter gnaw their tongues over
their work and freeze in slow silence. Or
they might quit and starve. Such has been
the friendship of Mark Hanna to labor.
Here is some of this red oppressor's labor

history in brief. It is he who holds $118,000
of McKinley's notes, and aims to put this
candidate, who thus lies as helpless In the
hollow of Hanna's h->nd as ever lay one
of his laborers, into i^e White House as
President.
He bought the Clev?land Herald, turned

out the union printt s and "ratted" the
office. He built houses and refused work
to every carpenter, bricklayer, plasterer
and artisan of n«y kind who belonged to a

labor union. He fought labor unionism
off his boats, off his cars, out of his coal
holes. He has drowned it in the lake*.

bayonetted It about his works, starved It
along his railroads, choked It to death in
his mine# And now he would "talk" wltfc
W itt and other labor leaders, to show them
the lamb's-wool softness of his sympa¬
thetic interest for the laboring man.
But in vain does the fowler spread a net

in sight of the bird. The labor element
knows Hanna, better than he knows him¬
self, perhaps.
In Hanna's Globe shipyards the men are

paid $1.15 a day. A brave figure, truly!
The other day they struck for $1.25. Park-
hurst, the manager, called the strikers to¬
gether, made them a protection speech,
old rhem that $1.25, while a ruinous price
Cor Hanna to pay for a day's work.a man
who spends a million dollars a year to
merely live.would be given to all who
would agree to vote for McKinley. This
was only the other day In Cleveland.
Bouquet biographers, who of late have
<lone Hanna's life fulsomely, speak of

ins stern love of privacy, and exult over
the fact that Hanna never ran for office.
These blind sycophants and anxious

parasites In advance needn't marvel.
Hanna never ran for office because
scarce one man beyond himself Jn
Vorthern Ohio would vote the ticket were
2e named. Hanna is in such torn and tat¬
tered disrepute with the people all about
lim that his only chance to hold an office
s to do as he is attempting to do with Mc¬
Kinley. Buy a candidate; buy the candl-
late an office, and then own the office by
>wning the man.
Here is a specimen of Hanna's swift tal-

int for business. He put every man he
sould get into his mines one day. He
worked them night and day. He stored
1,000,000 tons of coal on barges in the Ohio
ind Mississippi rivers. Theu he cut wages
0 the bone and forced a strike. He ex-

ended the strike until 2ie choked off coal
>roduction in every field between the MIs-
lissippi and the seaboard.
In two weeks Hanna ran up fhe price of

;°al $2 per ton. He unloaded his barges at
1 profit of $4,000,000. Then he called off
he strike.
His aim had been attained. The miners

lad lost four weeks' work, a public had
ost $4,000,000, and Hanna, with his pock-
ts full of spoil and his heajt aglow with
he black glory of it all, was ready for an¬

other swoop at the first game that flew his
ray.
Kere Is another business venture, one

vhich the actors and Thespians know all
ibout. Old John Ellsler, as honest, as kind,
is generous and as innocent a soul
ts lives, had saved $250,000 by his theatres,
t was his ambition to build a theatre for
ilmself. Hanna knew of Bllsler's hope, and
or his own ends fostered It. Ellsler's
5250,000 was not enough. Hanna lent him
half as much to put with It. Ellsler built
the theatre.the Euclid Avenue Opera
House.at a cost of $375,000, and gave
Hanna a mortgage for $125,000.
It came due, this mortgage, one day, and

Ellsler, lulled to a notion that time would
be extended to him on his Hanna-held
lebts, wasn't ready.
Did Hanna extend? Not a day; not a

moment. He had planned the situation for
» year. It was a business triumph. He
sold poor Ellsler out, stick and stone, root
ind stalk, and standing grass, and bought
n a theatre worth $375,000 for $125,000.
Hanna owns the theatre now, while John

Ellsler, wan. old. without a dollar and
3roken of all his hope, was seen rapping
-he other day for admission to the Forrest
Actors' Home.
But one need not prolong Rann,.. ._.»¦

business history and his 'Jove of labor"
ire set forth in blood-red letters In eleven
States and Territories. The best thing
about him is that he's marked for defeat.
His man, McKinley, is to go down; Hanna
Is to go down; he may still eat his labor¬
ers, but he is not to devour the country
at large.
But give him credit. Hanna is one re¬

markable for his brains, his courage, his
aggressive ferocity and for his hard' and
cruel heart. All that these and millions of
money can do McKinley will have done
for him. And if he should succeed, then
woe to the workingman; labor's night has
come. When the arch foe of unionism
makes the laws and enforces the laws,
when with one hand on the President and
the other on the patronage, Hanna makes
his home at the White House, while a

Republican Congress calls each day to
learn his will and departs to do It,
dark indeed will be labor's outlook.
Hanna will be within the law, mind you.
If he has to make the law to be within.
Hanna only the other day paid Foraker
a huge sum, and made him a Senator,
too, for lobbying through his fifty-year
franchises and making a law to fit his case.

Hanna is ever on the right side of the
statutes. And yet he is of that tribe of
law ablders of whom Judge Swan spoke
from the bench when he said: "To be
within the letter of the law Is not morally
enough. He who takes the law of the
land for his sole guide is neither a good
neighbor nor an honest man."

MANY CALL ON PLATT.
He Says He and Hanna, as the Lion tnd the

Lamb (Piatt Is the Lamb), Are
Lying Side by Side.

Ex-Senator Thomas C. Piatt did hardly
anything but smile yesterday. He sat for
hours upon the piazza of the Oriental
Hotel, at Manhattan Beach, with a smil*
which caused all the politicians to remark
that the "old man," must have had a highly
Interesting interview with Mark Hanna.
Mr. Piatt was very modest regarding his

Hanna interview. He referred to it as an¬

other case of the lion and the lamb lying
down together.
"I was the lamb," said Mr. Piatt, "and

I am now supposed to be in the lion's sto¬
mach."
Ex-Governor Flower was also at the Ori¬

ental. He said he would take a short rest
from politics, and would leave to-day for
W atertown for a three weeks' stay, and
would then go to Saratoga for the re¬
mainder of the season.

halrman Hackett, ex-Postmaster Van
Cott, chairman of the County Campaign
paign Committee; Natlnal Committeeman
F. S. Gibbs, Congressman Qulgg, Bourke
Cockran and Commissioner Jacob Hess also
occupied considerable of Mr. Piatt's time.
Mr. Piatt also had as callers Senator

Parsons and J W. Hawley, of Rochester,
who are the chief custodians of the Ald-
rldge Gubernatorial boom.

HANNA TAKES A DAY OFF
Visits His Sister in Englewood, N. J., »

Refuses to Talk
Politics.

Mark Hanna left the Waldorf at l;i5
[yesterday and went to the home of h'.^ sis¬
ter, Mrs. Walton Jones, at Englewood, N. J.
In the afternoon he went out driving, and

in the evening he met several Englewood
people He said that when he left New
\ork he left politics behind.

to?dar w111 return Englewood


